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Good Queen Bess. Moreover, it will remain interesting long
after it ceases to be topical; after, that is, England rides, if
ever she does, the white elephant of a national theatre,
But perhaps the play's interest lies chiefly in its Preface.
There Shaw performs several feats. First, generous as
ever, he raises a memorial to Thomas Tyler, an old
acquaintance from his British Museum reading-room days,
as the originator of the theory identifying the Dark Lady
with Mary Fitton. Secondly, he arraigns the cocksure
Frank Harris, who fancied himself mightily as a Shake-
spearean interpreter, and deals that inflated monster a suc-
cession of critical blows. In doing so, Shaw, of course, is
drawn to display his own virtuosity and his intimacy with
the mind of the Bard; and it need hardly be said that in his
hands William Shakespeare takes on a close likeness to
Bernard Shaw. Thus because Shaw himself treasures and
uses 'the jewels of unconsciously musical speech which
common people utter and throw away every day,' his Shake-
speare also is made 'a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles/
Indeed the surest way to make Shaw's Shakespeare in The
Dark Lady of the Sonnets a success on the stage, is to
project him mentally as Bernard Shaw.
(26)                     FANNY'S FIRST PLAY
Written in 1911. First production by L/illah McCarthy at the
Little Theatre, London, on igth April 1911. First American
production by Sam and Lee Shubert at the Comedy Theatre, New
York, on i6th September 1912.
Among the First Players.
Lillah McCarthy played Margaret Knox; Harcourt Williams,
Count O'Dowda, Christine Silver, Fanny; Nigel (later Sir Nigel)
Playfair, Bannel; Reginald Owen, Gunn; H. K. Ayliff, Juggins,
Dorothy Minto, Dora; Cecily Hamilton, Mrs. Knox. The Ameri-
can cast included Elizabeth Risdon, Fanny; C. H. Crofcer-King,
O'Dowda; Walter Kingsford, Trotter; Maurice Elvey, Vaughan;
and Lionel Pape, Bannel.
*I hate to see dead people walking about: it is unnatural. And
our respectable middle-class people are all as dead as mutton. Out
of the mouth of Mrs. Knox I have delivered on them the judgment
of her God/                                                               G. B. S.